SUNDAY MORNINGS

"the infinitely Big and the infinitely Little."
Mr. Wells's native heath, as novelist and speculator,
one feels to be the Universe and Tooting, and his
coat of arms should be a bowler hat on a field of
stars. He roams all space, or he perches on some
architectural eczema of the urban fringe where the
undying fire may be found in some unprepos-
sessing vessel, or the splendours of the eternal
may be most effectively contrasted with the
squalors of the temporal. The Betelgeuse
Edition, or the Southend Edition, or the Sirius
Edition, or the Balham Edition, or the Ponder's
End Edition, or the Aldebaran Edition. But not
the Atlantic : as Lord Mersea is alleged to have
remarked, that may be left for what the papers
call " an eminent legal luminary."

And, not to put too fine a point on it, why this
edition at all ? Mr. Wells is not, as some greater
and some lesser writers are, a " Collectors' Man."
He was not built to decorate the glass-fronted
book-shelves of the dilettante bachelor in the
Albany. The volume and looseness of him must
appal the fastidious aesthete; and the ordinary
book-lover, who merely likes a well-furnished
library, would much prefer to have Mr. Wells's
best books in handy cheap editions rather than the
whole, or nearly the whole, of his writings in the
bulky form that suits the standard author of
whom we are unwilling to lose a word. The
urgent topicality of much of Mr. Wells's writing
seems to wage a strange conflict with the sedate,
the dignified, the rejnoved, the established form of
this edition.
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